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      For Brandi.

      I really blame you for this.

      But Ewan thanks you.
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      The moment Ewan McBride entered my life, my world tilted on its axis.

      When we part, I promise him I owe him anything for saving my daughter’s life.

      What I didn’t expect?

      Being his fake date to a wedding—in two days.

      It was only supposed to be a favor, but we can’t deny the attraction.

      Only he lives a state away and my life is in Colorado with my daughter and the Montgomerys.

      This can only be one night that feels all too real.

      Yet I know walking away will be the hardest thing I ever do.

       

      **Always a Fake Bridesmaid is a next generation, single mom, grumpy rancher, fake dating romance set in the Montgomery World & Clover Lake series featuring Livvy & Ewan. Each book can be read as a complete standalone. An HEA is guaranteed!**

       

      Livvy Montgomery is Shep and Shea’s daughter from Ink Inspired.
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      “Mom! Mom! Let me show you! Mom! Mommy! Mommy!”

      As the dulcet tones of my precious, now four-year-old, daughter echoed throughout the park, I tried to remember the last time someone had called me Livvy Montgomery. Had anyone used my name recently?

      Of course in an email. That had to be right. No, I was pretty sure they’d used the name Ms. Montgomery. But not Livvy. Even today while surrounded by my parents, brother, and a couple other family members, they hadn’t addressed me by name.

      I was now Mom. Mommy. Although Amelia calling me Mom instead of just Mommy was like a stab to the heart. I didn’t like the idea that my baby girl no longer only called me Mommy.

      All of that whirled in my brain in a moment’s time as I turned toward Amelia and smiled.

      “Hello, baby girl. What did you want to show me?” I asked, looking down at my precious daughter.

      She had just gotten a haircut, and while I once again had saved a few clippings because my baby girl was growing up too quickly, she looked a mess. But she was my mess.

      Her blonde hair was stick straight, so unlike mine it was a little disturbing. She had full bangs and pigtails on either side of her head that made me want to whip out my phone and once again take a photo. The number of albums I had labeled Amelia was a little ridiculous.

      I heard the sound of a phone camera clicking come from my right, and I looked over at my mother who was indeed taking a photo.

      Shea Montgomery just blinked at me with those all too innocent eyes. “What? She’s cute. And she’s my grandbaby. Let me be.”

      “I was just thinking the same. Send me that?” I asked as I moved toward Amelia.

      My mother grinned and quickly texted me the photo. I looked over at Amelia, who held up her hands covered in finger paint, and sighed thinking of the mess we’d be cleaning up later.

      “What did you paint today, darling?”

      “Uncle John. Of course.” She rolled her eyes, and I swallowed hard, wondering where she had learned that. Honestly, probably me. I was a single mother working on little sleep and I tended to roll my eyes often. Only when had my baby girl grown to the point that she could roll her eyes and look like a teenager? Yes, she was still only four, but I could blink and suddenly she’d be rolling her eyes when I wouldn’t let her have the car keys for the night.

      Though at Amelia’s words, I looked down at my younger brother and held back a laugh. Only I couldn’t stop the smile crossing my face. Once again, my mother snapped a few photos.

      “Baby girl, I do believe your painting should be in the Louvre.”

      “What’s a Loo Vee?” Amelia asked, a grin on that painted face.

      I knelt down in front of her, baby wipes in hand. “It’s a special museum in Paris, France.”

      “Where’s France?”

      “It is a country in Europe. Do you remember us talking about Europe?”

      “Maybe. Is it with the fish and chips?”

      My lips twitched. “Close.”

      “They have baguettes and cheese,” John put in. My twenty-year-old brother sat up, his face covered in paint.

      “Cheese?” Amelia asked, her eyes widening.

      “Well, if there was any doubt that she was a Montgomery,” my mom muttered.

      I grinned up at her.

      “Excuse me, you married into the family ma’am.”

      “I did, and I went through cheese school to understand the true depths of my love of all things dairy. Don’t worry, I promise that we’ll have cheesecake for dessert.”

      “Cake! Cake!”

      I narrowed my eyes at my mother, who just fluttered her eyelashes and helped wash off Amelia.

      John leaned forward, a fake pout on his face. “Hey, you’re my mom. You’re supposed to help wipe my face.”

      “You’re in college, my boy. You should be able to do it yourself.” And then Mom leaned forward and began to wipe off his face anyway.

      He beamed over at her, and I snapped a photo. “I’m sending that to your girlfriend.”

      John posed again. “Go for it. She loves Mom. And it would show how great I am with kids.”

      “You’re a menace,” I said, doing my best to clean up Amelia as much as possible.

      “John Montgomery. Are you thinking about kids?” my mom asked, and my brother blushed beneath the face paint.

      “No. I promise. I’ll wait until I’m out of college, and prepared.”

      “Nothing prepares you for kids,” my mother said sweetly.

      I swallowed hard, knowing that she hit the nail right on the head. Because I hadn’t been prepared for Amelia. I hadn’t even been prepared for the man I thought I had loved. The man who I thought had loved me.

      But Brick was long gone, no matter how hard I tried to find him.

      “Why are you sad?” Amelia asked, her voice soft. Both John and my mother gave me a look, and I pasted a bright smile on my face.

      “I’m just sad that I don’t have cheese right now.”

      It wasn’t quite a lie. My mother hadn’t been joking when she said cheese was a Montgomery trait. Most people went along with the joke and thought we were at least good natured when it came to it. But in reality, our family just really liked cheese. It had started with a party long ago and had now catapulted into an entire branding. When people thought of the Montgomerys, they thought of cheese. Which probably wasn’t the greatest thing in the world, but I didn’t mind it. It just meant no matter the family event, we were going to have something we liked to eat.

      “I love cheese. Do I get to try Gouda next?”

      “It’s Gouda for you,” John put in.

      I groaned. “That wasn’t even a good one.”

      “You mean a Gouda one?” John asked, wiggling his eyebrows.

      Amelia laughed, and then threw herself at her uncle. As I watched more paint smear on his clothes, I sighed and sat back on my feet. “Well, it looks like both of our children are going to need baths tonight.”

      “That is up to John. I passed those duties to him long ago,” my mom teased.

      I stood up then and held out my hand to help her. She gave me a look but let me guide her. “I’m not elderly you know. I just ran a half-marathon.”

      “I don’t know how you got into running. The only way that I’ll ever run is either because a zombie’s chasing me, Amelia needs me, or if there’s a cheese plate with my name on it,” I added just to make my mom laugh.

      Mom shrugged. “I needed something to do after I sold the business. I mean, looking at numbers all day was fine, but I wanted something just for me. And running’s it. Your father thinks I’m crazy, but he loves me.”

      That made me smile. “I do like swimming. I should probably get back into that.”

      “There’s a nice program at the gym near us. Do you want me to look things up for you?”

      I shook my head. “Thank you, but I’ll find time.”

      “Really? We had to pull teeth in order to get you out here today, my child. Let me help.”

      I grimaced, knowing she was right even as the guilt set in. “Okay fine. I’d like that.”

      “You know, you should also get back into riding”

      I shook my head as memories of me in my little jodhpurs and helmet came back to mind.

      My mother came from money. I had known that all of my life. It was why we were well off as a family, but my mother still worked. She had built her own business down in New Orleans, where she had met my father, and then had moved up to Colorado Springs with him when my dad had wanted to be with his family again. Dad and his sister and a few friends had started up Montgomery Ink Too, a franchise of the original Montgomery Ink that my uncles and aunt had started in downtown Denver.

      Now there were multiple tattoo studios around the state with our name on it, and my mother had been the one to make sure that everything business-wise was set. But before she had found her calling, and now being a half-marathoner, and making sure the businesses didn’t crumble, she had been the ice princess.

      At least according to my father.

      I didn’t know the whole story other than I had never met my grandmother. I knew she was still alive because every once in a while my mother would get a letter in the mail and look sad for a few days. And then my father would make my mother smile and things would get back to normal. In the end we didn’t really need my mother’s family. We had my father’s family, all one hundred of them. I had far too many cousins to count, and they were each and every one part of Livvy’s life.

      So while we didn’t need my mother’s family, she still had a trust fund. And that trust fund had led to extracurriculars I had been afforded while some of my friends and family hadn’t. Hence being a horse girl when I was a little kid. I had never owned my own horse, but it had been a dream.

      “I have not been on a horse in so long, and I don’t really think it’s like riding a bike.”

      “You never know. Count it as research.” My mom’s eyes sparkled as she reached for my hand and gave it a squeeze.

      “Research would be nice. Though I don’t think I am editing a Western anytime soon.”

      “Maybe one of the heroes of those books will be a cowboy.”

      “Maybe. Right now I’m in the middle of editing a sci-fi though.”

      “No space horses?” Mom asked.

      “Not yet.”

      “Get a hobby,” my mom put in quickly.

      “What?”

      “Do something for yourself. Whether it’s swimming or riding or baking. Do something that is not editing and reading or Amelia-related. You need that.”

      “I’m really busy, Mom. I have a life. I love my life.”

      “I know you do, but you need things for you that are Livvy, not being a mom.”

      The fact my mother had echoed my earlier thoughts might have worried me, but I knew she had probably gone through the same things. Didn’t all mothers at one point have an identity crisis?

      It didn’t help that I still had nightmares one day Brick would come back and fight for custody.

      I hadn’t spoken to him since Amelia had been born, but he used to send letters, just to threaten me. We kept every one of them, but he always said that he would come back, and wanted to make sure his legacy was taken care of.

      It was a disgusting mess, and I hadn’t heard from him in nearly a year now.

      And while I knew the courts had to be on my side, I wasn’t certain. So I had my cousin’s security company searching for Brick. If Noah couldn’t find him, then nobody could.

      I just wanted Brick to finally sign over parental rights, and I would be in the clear. I didn’t need child support. I just wanted freedom.

      As my father crested over the hill at the other end of
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